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Wednesday,  July  28  - 

The  ride  yesterday  was  perfect.  We  began  to  climb  soon  after  leaving 
Domo  I'Ossola  and  the  way  grew  more  and  more  picturesque  with  every  mile.  The 
mountains  became  real  and  the  cuts  and  gorges  more  near.  It  was  warm  but  when 
in  the  shade  we  could  realize  that  the  temperature  was  decidedly  different  from 
Venice  heat.  We  crossed  the  border  line  about  ten  o'clock  at  Condo  and  from 
there  on  we  were  greeted  at  every  side  by  the  proverbial  Alpine  flora.  It  is  so 
beautiful.  Familiar  flowers  and  distant  relatives  of  flowers  we  know  very  well. 

By  one  o'clock  we  reached  Simplon  and  lunched  at  the  Filetschhorn .  Then  we 
roamed  about  for  an  hour  or  so  enjoying  the  sensation  of  wanting  a  coat  on.  The 
drive  that  afternoon  grew  more  and  more  inspiring  with  each  mile  and  when  we 
finally  came  to  Simplon  _?ulm  and  had  our  first  real  worth  while  view,  everyone 
seemed  dazed.  It  was  one  great  revelation  to  see  stretching  on  and  on  endless 
peaks  and  in  looking  down  to  see  a  wondrous  valley.  We  passed  the  St. 
Bernard  Hospice  and  six  St.  Bernards  ran  out  and  barked  playfully  at  us. 

In  and  out  of  tunnels  in  the  most  peek-a-boo  fashion  and  then  under 
a  watershed,  oh  the  roar  of  the  torrent  as  it  dashed  over  our  heads  and  down 
into  the  valley  below.  As  we  issued  forth  there  right  in  the  roadway  was  a  pile 
of  snow.  Really  truly  near  snow,  not  snow  on  a  distant  mountain  peak. 

The  road  wound  in  and  out  among  the  larches  all  the  way  down  into 
Brigue.  The  chalets  dotting  the  hillsides  gave  the  proper  finish  to  the  picture. 

We  spent  a  happy  night  in  Brigue,  stopping  at  a  thoroughly  new  inn.  It 
was  great  fun  in  the  evening  to  go  out  among  some  of  the  queer  little  typical 
country  stores  and  have  the  shop  keeper  dig  up  by  the  roots  from  his  ? 
debris  some  little  souvenir  of  the  first  real  Swiss  village  we  had  seen. 


